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temple that Bloody Johnny's architect was building. John sur-
veyed it with infinite disgust.
"The dear old chap," he thought, "ought never to be betrayed
into playing the mountebank. If he's anything, he's the founder,
not the expounder. He'll spoil it all if he goes on trying to
explain."
"Who were them Saxons, Tom?" enquired Tossie as they
passed these various erections. "Were 'un savages, them Early
Christians? Did 'un worship King Arthur?"
Her question seemed to tickle Barter hugely and he at once
began chaffing her about her ignorance of history. But John
thought to himself, "Evans would say that the real cause of
old Geard's getting on the rocks and talking of suicide is his
disregard of Arthur and his Welsh Demons. I wonder if it's pos-
sible that------" and his mind went back to that inexplicable
event that had happened to himself at Pomparles Bridge. John's
hatred of Glastonbury and its traditions was betrayed to the end
by his incorrigible interest in psychic problems. Mr. Geard's
mysticism had always influenced him more than he was willing
to admit; and in any case he was a temperamental heathen
rather than a materialist. He was quite as sceptical of materialistic
explanations as he was of the occult occurrences that gave rise
to them.
The fancy came into his head now that in his daily visits to
Chalice Hill and his constant disturbance of that dangerous earth
Mr. Geard might have come under same deliberately evil spell
prepared long ago by these old Celtic magicians.
"Evans ought to have stopped him," he said to himself as they
passed St. Michael's Inn, "from fooling those Welsh fairies by
resuscitating a great thundering Saint like Dunstan!"
"Mad Bet's window be shut," said Tossie, "and she's curtain
drawn. I be afeared \hik means her's peeping out at we and
making faces at we."
"Bosh!" muttered Barter crossly.
For some reason this particular fuss that all the Glastonbury
girls made about Mad Bet irritated the man's Norfolk stolidity.
"Bosh, Toss! What a baby you are! The window's shut because
it's a chilly night. The woman's probably in bed."